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collection-box call - but then the locality is a 
wilderness in a great metropolis. One has to 
walk half a kilo-metre to find one. It'd be better 
to fetch my phone from home. 

I pulled out a tablet for my B.P. from 
the pocket and looked around for water. 
Finding no other way I popped it in my mouth. 
Even before one turned forty, one is fal'ing 
victim to B.P. and Sugar. Can't the tablet go 
down without water? Autos are coming but 
not my wife. Dr. Sarma's felicitation function 
must have begun. 

In my childhood too I used to wait and 
wait for my parents to get back from work. 
They would come sometime very late and feed 
me waking me up from my sleep. They would 
thrust something in my hand - a ball of baked 
com or some sweet made of flour and sugar. 
They used to say that I would go to sleep 
just munching them. It had not been possible 
to see them in the morning either: they would 
leave early in the morning even before I woke 
up. Now, my wife too is like that! Some times 
she used to talk in her sleep: "Is it day light 
already! The train must have left* ' 

I don't know whether the tablet has 
gone down but felt like getting a little choked. 
I am not able to see anything except 
passengers getting off and into vehicles. 
Suddenly there is the sound of a big thud. A 
man riding a Hero-Honda, while trying to 
overtake, hit a scooterist. 

I rushed to the spot. The scooterist 
and the pillion rider were both hurt. While I 
was going to tie banners in connection with 
my research supervisor's felicitation, a 
scooterist hit me like this. My supervisor's 
husband was driving the scoter. I couldn't get 
up. Someone took me in a car to the 
hospital. They took an x-ray: I was in the 
hospital for two days. They said it was not a 
serious injury though the spine and kidney 
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were involved and assured me that med' • 
would help recovery. But I had a su*n? neS 
after looking into my x-ray. From the veryn ^ 
year, I had developed diabetes. Thedoa 
would know better about the connection ^ 
Worried, I made the injured rise and 
took him to a side. Meanwhile the Hond 
drivers abused the scooterist and went awa* 
The injured managed to go away on the same 
scooter after some time. 

My wife has not come yet. What 
could have happenedl It was getting on to 
nine o' clock. The cooking needs to be 
looked to and she wouldn't allow me to do 
the job. The vessels have to be scrubbed 
first. The house needs to be swept. The 
food has to be cooked. There are clothes to 
be washed. Doing all this would take more 
than two hours. Then gulping a few grains 
going to sleep. Where is comfort then? 

We are not able to find a maid. For Dr 
Sarma and others good maids are easy to 
get. Their servants put up with all kinds of 
taunts from them. Then, why don't they work 
for us? We'd care for the servants better 
than they do. We'd pay them well. We'd 
talk more with them. While in conversation 
the topic of caste ccmes up and we have to 
mention ours. I am not able to understand 
why this is happening. 

Still she hasn't come. Autos are 
coming and buses are coming. So many 
are alighting .... but not she. I am getting 
agitated more and more. Do I need to take 
another B.P. tablet? 

Psch! The doctor said I shouldn't 
wander far. How many problems with 
diabetes! The ECG has never been normal. I 
told him that I'd been taking medicines 
regularly. Even then he prohibits my going 
about long distances. Would not solve the 
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problem if I alone served and she kept home? 

How would it be if mother and father 
came down here to stay with us? But they 
wouldn't. They'd come for a short stay once 
or tw ; ce in a year. Unable to do anything 
else wo leave them to the TV and go about 
doing our jobs. No time even to talk to them 
at leisure. None around in the apartments 
would talk to them as neighbours would in 
the village. When we get back home, they 
are even afraid of opening the door for fear of 
thieves. In cities, burglaries and crimes are 
committed even in broad daylight. To play 
with the old ones, not even a child. Both of 
us waited to get married till securing 
employment and so. . . I'm getting worked up. 
■ The blowing of horns of vehicles. Dust is 
getting accumulated on my person waiting 
at the roadside. 

Though I have a cell phone it is not 
with me now. What's the use? She must be 
calling again and again and getting a reply 
must be worrying. She must be cursing me 
i - calling many and worrying about what she 
had to hear. . . . She grew up in Sati Savitri 
tradition always, now with her heart and mind 



on me. The eldest daughter in their house 
saw to it that all her sisters got married and 
she wanted to remain a spinster. Then I met 
her. She thought spring had come into her 
life. She didn't know that it would turn into 
autumn. Why should she worry and suffer 
for me like this? She'd say that it'd be enough 
just to see me. I don't know whether it is her 
innocence or the nature of Love. In that case 
having a mobile phone and not using it ... 
how would she react? Get angry? 

Thoughts were going on like this. ... 
An auto drew up near me. Two bags in 
hands, full of vegetables ... I heaved a sigh of 
relief. She saw me. I looked into her eyes 
looking a little distraught. I saw her pitifully, 
smiled. Raining jasmines, she approached 
me. I took the bags from her hands. "That's 
all... what more is to be desired ... if possible 
a few word's ... if available a cup of coffee.." 
has been the ring tone I kept in my cell 
phone. I didn't know what to say. But in her 
eyes how much is that contentment! "If I so 
much look at you, I'd forget all tribulations. 
That's enough for this life", saying this, she 
climbed on to the pillion of my Hero Honda. 
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